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the quiescent light of lamps
in the peaceful huts,
the blue shining lights in wetlands
and on the bellies of the seas,
the fickle light of eyes:
many are the lights,
but there is no movement
for the darkness.
The path is filled up
with broken wheels,
the symbols of history
are abandoned,
the flag is caught
in the thorny bush,
the footprints of wayfarers
have swallowed each other,
the swords and cutlery
have rusted.
Where are the bottles of perfume
of bygone days?
TTje abandoned traces
of unearthed civilizations
are lavatories!
Where are Rome, Babylon
and Indraprastha9?
When the manuscript is lost,
who can trace the writer?
Untraceable are the traces of ships,
sailed in the sea of darkness.
The plants, planted
at the threshold of the burial grounds
will bear no fruits.
At the end
only darkness remains
and there is no movement
for the darkness.